REO Speedwagon/ 
Rainbow/No Dice 
Los Angeles 


BY THE first interval my mood 
wasn't al its sweetest. 

No Dice had been given a 
slamming after what could have 
been a good set. They had made 
the most of the large stage and 
audience at their disposal and 
had pulled quickly out of the 
tortuously muddy sound they 
had to open with. 

But all in all it looked like a 
display of PCP-ed petulance 
from a crowd of several heavy 
metal thousands who'd expected 
Rainbow to come on first, and 
had cheered and waved banners 
accordingly. 

And when I got back from the 
lobby for part two, some sicko 
had lived up to his calling and 
been ill all over my seat. 

So I made my way to an 
empty space at the side of the hall 
where the stage was virtually 
obliterated by speakers and 
started to tear and roll my ticket 
and curse the audience in disgust. 
Then a mountain of a bouncer 
grabbed my arm and said, ‘‘Hey 
hon’, don't you start rolling up 
in here. There’s two cops right 
behind you’’. And there were. 
Two beefy US cops with fat 
guns, real heavy metal, looking 
for joints and haying a tough 
time tonight because of the no 
smoking rule. Rock, American- 
style. 

By now everyone except your 
reporter was on their feet 
clapping while the spotlights 
mopped round the stage curtain. 
When the band arrived mayhem 
broke loose. 

What you'd call an easy one. 
Rainbow had the audience under 
their thumbs and kept it there. 
The title track from their latest 
album offering, ‘Long Live Rock 
And Roll’ had everyone singing 
and clapping along (‘‘Only Los 
Angeles could sing like that,” 
said singer Ronnie Dio. Substi- 
tute Houston, Boston, or where- 
ever they’re playing ...). The 
kids down the front waved their 
giant Rainbow banners and it 
was just like a Rollers concert. 
I'm forced out of my mood and 
into the action. 

Rainbow are — euphemistic- 
ally — ‘co-headlining’, though 
it’s REO’s name on the tickets 
and the bill. It appears that 
Rainbow are not a big enough 
draw to headline all over the 
States, hence this compromise; 
but by all accounts they have a 
loyal following here. So for their 
allotted 60 minutes (no encore) 
they concentrated on pulling out 
all the stops and driving the 
people wild. 

First it should be pointed out 
that Rainbow did this show 
virtually prop- and effects-less, 
one of the trials of being a 
‘support band’. A bit of ashame, 
but at least you can concentrate 
on the music, which is something 
I'm sure Mr Blackmore and co. 
don’t object to at all. 

Each member, including the 
two new guys David Stone and 
Bob Daisley, is a_ first-rate 
musician. Ronnie Dio has a fine 


Cherie Currie 
Los Angeles 


pouting. 


Road To Ruin’ 


Jett. 


EVEN THE most sceptical dogs had to admit it — 
one-time Runaway girl Cherie Currie delivered. Her 
band were all Allman Brothers-meets-Queen dudes, 
suitably anonymous but energetic and proficient 
enough to provide rock and roll squalls to enhance 
the gold-suited Cherie’s much improved teenage 


She began with what may replace ‘Cherry Bomb’ 
as her perfect sex-anthem, ‘Young And Wild’, a 
throbbing rocker with blatantly stated youth-market 
intentions. Herold band were not forgotten 
however, with a grinding ‘Neon Angels On The 
‘Midnight Music’, the 
aforementioned ‘Cherry Bomb’, and an 
X-rated/fist-fucking reading of ‘C’Mon (You Make 
Me Want You)’, dedicated to audience member Joan 


Those who always suspected tharthey heard 
heavy metal boogie in there somewhere would have 
creamed over Cherie’s do-the-dog version of Free’s 
‘Wishing Well’, where beautiful tastelessness knew 


RITCHIE BLACKMORE: above all, a star 


of the music, also the medieval 
fetishes often just go over my 
head. But the audience loved it, 
the louder and heavier the better. 
Blackmore is above all a star. 
And Cozy’s drumming is 
sometimes nothing short of 
brilliant. His accompaniment to 
the taped final segment of the 
“1812 Overture’ (the bit with the 
cannon blasts) is incredible — 
now this is pomp rock — and 
closing as it does with the only 
effects of this evening, dry ice 
and exploding dustbins on either 
side of the drumkit. The 
audience goes crazy and rushes 


voice, Cozy Powell plays like his 
life depends on it and Blackmore 
is leagues above other guitarists 
of his ilk. 

Much of the set is taken up 
with his long, intense solos — 
sounds coaxed or bashed from 
his guitar from purrs to 
pneumatic drills to church organs 
to baroque notes, waltzes back to 
sheer frenzy — you've just got to 
admire his precision, variation 
and control. 

My only criticism — and it 
always has been with Blackmore 
— is that at times he seems to go 
out of control and lose the flow 


no bounds. Despite accusations that this girl was 
heading for a Barry Manilow position there were 
very few ballad type songs. Exception was the aching 
“LT Will Still Love You’, which proved that she can 
handle both melodies and hard rock with ease 

There was a Las Vegas (thank you Kim) costume 
change during show, as Ms Currie changed into a 
Bowie-esque one legged Skintight-blue number; boys 
all over the world would kill for this. ‘I Like The 
Way You Dance’ is like Abba-punk and ‘Science 
Fiction Daze’ was every bit od as the 
big-productiuon ‘Star Wars’ level take on her 
: ty’s Only Skin Deep’ album. 

ie and lookalike sister Marie shook it up 

together for the encore, some kind of ‘Sugar Baby’ 
ff-a-long. Perfect clowning 

Cherie Currie really és the golden girl of rock and 
roll, as her record company bio states, and she 
deserves credit for coming back with a performance 
more controlled and better programmed than 
anything she did when she was with The Runaways. 

European tour upcoming you have been 
enlightened, so be there! 


SANDY ROBERTSON 


REO rattled by - 
rampant Rainbow 


past the security men to the front 
to watch Blackmore end the 
show by smashing a guitar and 


» kicking the pieces into the crowd. 


REO Speedwagon I'm not so 
sure about. Something's missing, 
though I don’t know quite what. 
They're musically competent, 
sure, and seem very confident. 
They just lack, to my ears, a 
certain sparkle and innovation 
that would rescue them from the 
realms of OK and make them 
worthy of the adulation they've 
been getting here. 

But the crowd, other than the 
pocket of loyal Rainbow fans 
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who left after their favourites 
had gone, seemed very fond of 
them, cheering everything, even 
the mirrorball, so I must count 
myself in the uncertain minority. 

At least they started their set 
with a full hall, no-one wander- 
ing in late, together with the best 
sound so far. They are another 
band without much in the way of 
visuals (unless they abandoned 
them on this tour, but I think 
not). Their set was very much 
straight-down-the-line rock — 
helped by a good rhythm section 
and some rocking piano — with a 
few searing licks thrown in for 


screams. 

But there were a few notable 
numbers, all from their fatest 
album ‘You Can Tune A Piano 
But You Can't Tuna Fish’ — 
‘Roll With The Changes’, their 
latest single, not bad at all, ‘Say 
You Love Me Or Say Good- 
night’, a foot-stamping 
clapalong song, and a guitar solo 
worth mentioning by the name of 
the ‘Unidentified Flying Tuna 
Trot’. 

As headliners, REO were 
called back for, and happily 
obliged with, encores. Personally 
I'd have preferred 10 more 
minutes of Rainbow or even No 
Dice. 

SYLVIE SIMMONS 


Headlight 
Brecknock 


SO HERE I am in this pub 
gazing across a gulf of floor with 
a couple of tables at which 
huddle friends of the band, 
trying to. keep themselves 
separate from that vast expanse. 
And on the stage itself, bank 
upon bank of equipment, 
mountains of it, into which the 
drummer and keyboards player 
virtually disappear. I’m ready to 
be extremely bored. 

And the first number flops like 
a soggy durex, as though there’s 
water in the electrics — plenty of 
hiccup and fizz and the guitarists 
go through the motions like they 
couldn’t care anyway. We all go 
broody into our beer, reflecting 
that after all it is Monday night. 

How do the band get around 
that one? Well, this lot are an 
unusual combination of versa- 
tility and competence; the next 
number’s a rollickin’ ‘Lock Up 
Your Daughters’ incorporating 2 
piano solo and twanging chords 
suggestive of electric folk. The 
Keyboards player, Bob Brown,% 
looks a cross between Tim Hart 
and Nigel Pegrum and plays in 
the style of Pete Bullock of 
Albion Band, gently but power- 
fully. He jangles the keys out on 
their own again in a fast rocker 
incorporating a neat changeover 
of pace from Jim Francis’ lead 
break, who himself plays in a 
very similar manner to Ritchie 
Blackmore, liberally sprinkled 
with Hendrix slide runs. 

Names like Genesis, Deep 
Purple and Yes without the light 
show come to mind as they pump 
out a celestial hymn called ‘Don’t 
Rock The Boat’ (more keyboards 
and stabbing guitar). Is this good 
boogie or uneasy disco, with 
dance numbers like ‘Saturday 
Night’ and ‘Crazy * and three 
of the bravest in the crowd 
launching into a good old bop? 

Throughout the band play 
with flair and enthusiasm, 
gaining most audience response 
from clever, sliding guitar runs 
and one great, humming chorus. 
Most people looked a trifle 
perplexed, remarks like, 
“They're good" were occasion 
ally voiced into the empty space 
of the dance floor but there 
wasn’t much enthusiasm in that 
great area for demonstrating it. 

Headlight are not performers, 
being a mite serious and static 
onstage (though that could be 
due to the atmosphere), but the 
quality of musicianship imparts 
itself. And they’re the sort of 
band who look out of place in a 
bar; all you can see them against 
is a backdrop of lightshows and 
lasers. On that basis it’s difficult 
to stop either condemning them 
for rehashing old material or 
going overboard with praise for 
their musicianship. They may or 
may not catch on; go decide for 
yourself. 

PAUL CHAUTAUQUA 


